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road, is a serai, or walled enclosure, in which a belated caravan may spend the night, and just under the fort, on the right, a large pond, where, as we come up, some scores of camels, mules, and ponies are watering before the last stage of their journey into Peshawur. From Jamrud the road ascends quickly, and is soon zigzagging up a rocky gorge, whence it emerges six hundred feet higher into a frowning black and brown valley. Look up, and you will see blockhouses at short intervals on spurs of the hills to right and left, with pickets on guard outside each, who, if they recognize your car for an official one, will present arms as you pass. Only on Tuesdays and Fridays is the road open and this essential provision made to avert temptation from the freebooters who swarm on these hills. As we go up, my companion describes to me how he was shot at on a Tuesday at Ali Masjid not a year from now, and the black iniquity of that act still rankles in his mind.